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other's boundary. The Social Conscience,
spurred by the Fabian Society, was then only
beginning its first efforts at closing the cleft
between them.
But the spirit of the people was more at ease.
They had not then been crushed by blows at
Imperial prestige and by forebodings of economic
collapse, and if they had fewer pleasures they
had fewer worries. You would not have guessed
it by their faces* They were a stolid-looking,
self-centred lot, and made no display of their
content. They did not go about crying "Let's
be  gay.  Let's   make   whoopee/'   Life   was
sufficiently   agreeable   without   manufactured
festivity. They were wedged in security, and
had no need for war-cries or for songs urging
them to keep their hearts up. Those "cheery"
songs we are hearing to-day are a symptom of
our condition* When a man asks in a loud voice:
"Who's afraid of the big bad wolf?" there is
but one answer to the question, The fact that
the question is asked supplies the answer, which
is: "You are." In those days there was no big
bad wolf on th% horizon, and the wild party
was not thought of, either as amusement or as
despairing resource. There was no demand for a
brighter London. They thought, the poor dears
of those days, that their dingy London with its
isolated cylinders of social life was already
bright. George -Edwardes was giving them the